DAWN

" I was telling to Stavro that I have erne narbe on my
leg where he will have one too," she announced enthusi-
astically.

It was the first time she had used a German word in
his hearing, and he took it as an omen that she had lost
some of her fear.

" He won't have nearly such a big one as you,
Queenie."

She chattered away all through breakfast, and it was a
relief to be able to listen idly to the snatches of scenes she
evoked from her past, to listen idly as one might listen to
the cheeping of birds in a garden without having to con-
struct out of such cheeping a case for the files, a record
for the card index, without having to compress such
information into a telegram or warn the world of the
danger of this solitary small spark amid a mundane con-
flagration.    He wished that his ankle would allow him
to climb up the headland and sit among those columns
in the morning sunlight, listening idly to these tales of
Queenie's past.    He wondered if the V.A. had received
his telegram.   No doubt, they were tired by now of false
alarms.    They would have grown as sceptical up at
Mudros as he had down here.    One could not blame
them.   Still, a trawler might put in here, and it would be a
mild satisfaction to tell the skipper that if he had arrived
sooner he might have had a pleasant little bounty for
dropping a depth-charge on an enemy submarine.   Von
Rangel wouldn't have missed his suit-case then.  Horrible
way to die!   In thinking how stupid war was one forgot
what a damned wicked thing it was too.   Odd the way
men should behave like this, and then put the blame on
God.   Odd, too, that men should have so much physical
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